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One/One 


Author's Notes: 
This was written for \'The reluctant I\" challenge on the message board-and it was damn hard work, I\'ll have 


you know! 


However, after quite a lot of fiddling and soul searching | decided to post it. Hell with it, right? 


Enjoy. 


His fingers flick across the board, attention focused so totally on what he's doing that | don't think he's noticed 


that he's being watched, every move recorded on the hard drive of human memory. 


Red hair pulled back from his face, the scruffy, thinning tail hanging down his back that flicks and twitches as 
his head moves; he takes in the rise and fall of the coloured lines on the computer screen, the levels on the 
equaliser and twines it all together on the board to work a sort of magic. His eyes are bright, excited and 


intense - this is what he loves to do, almost more than anything else. 


The one thing he loves to do more than this? 
Watch. 


Kai bounds out of his seat and nods to Henjo, claps him on the shoulder with a grin. It's his turn to work magic 
on the other side of the desk, the magic that's going to be packaged and sold, the magic that earns us our 
daily bread. The magic that runs in all our veins, but his most of all - he's the boss, after all. The heart and 


the soul and the shine that makes us what we are. 


But first he must practice - which makes perfect, as every child knows - and another chance is presented to 
sear sight and sound into that part of my memory that is full of such things, every heartbeat since we met 


carefully compiled into a folder marked, simply, ‘Kai. 


The ever present cigarette weaves a complex sigil of smoke around the studio, the smell of which won't get 
chance to stale - with the amount we all smoke you'd better believe we have decent aircon in here - and the 
connection is made again, hand to mouth, fingers to lips, glowing coal and wreathing blue smoke and nostrils and 
long pale lashes that flick across brown eyes. The grin is sharp in the face framed by headphones; the guitar's 
leather strap settles over his shoulder, assuming its accustomed place without any thought on his part. The 
body it wraps around - as snug as the caress of a lover - is worlds away from the skinny frame that first 


donned this instrument, and set out to change the world. 


No, now he's a man, broad shouldered, solid Muscles across his back tense visibly and those fingers - that 
seem so short, but aren't really - run along the neck of the guitar, stroke sound from the strings. The 
freckled skin of his face bunches into an expression that isn't quite a frown, it's more a fold of concentration, 
every spark of ability focused on the pick in his right hand, his beloved instrument, the next note, the riff, the 


song - the music. 


There's a pause while he gathers his wits, makes that connection in his mind between the sound in his head 


and the muscles and bones and tendons of his arm, his wrist, his fingers. And then he plays. 
And he plays. 


Legs braced apart, every single part of his body, his mind, his heart and his very soul thrown into what he 
plays. Eyes closed, the light in the studio being thrown back from the rings and the heavy bracelet, sweat that 
begins to rise to gleam along the fine, pale hairs of his arms. He turns, the sunburst tattoo writhing with a 


life of its own as the muscles under it slide and play. 


A nod, a blink, and that alone signals for the recording to begin, he goes back to the start of the piece, and if 


anything this time it's more intense, more totally.. Kai. than it was before. 


When our eyes meet through the glass of the recording booth window, he smiles; he knows, says the warmth 
in his gaze, and perhaps there's even a folder in his head that's labelled ‘Dirk’. 


Or perhaps not. 


Whatever the case, we have work to do. And we do it, the same way we've been doing it for years.. and wil 


continue to do so, until the shine burns itself out in him. Until that happens, though, there's the music. 
Always, there's the music. 


~afin~~ 


